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Let the sweet lieavens endure.,

Not close and darken above me
Before I am quite quite sure

That there is one to love me ;
Then let come what come may
To a life that has been so sad,
I shall have had my day.
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BIRDS in the high Hall-garden
When twilight was falling,

Maud, Maud, Maud, Maud,

They were crying and calling.

VThere was Maud ? in our wood ;

And I, who else, was with her,
Gathering woodland lilies,

Myriads blow together.

Birds in our wood sang

Ringing thro' the vallies,

Maud is here, here, here
In among the lilies.

I Mss'd her slender hand,
She took the kiss sedately;
Maud is not seventeen,
But she is tall and stately.